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A x 7 Lords, gamblers, fine ladies, all keep the gaze : 
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P AR O D F. 
On the CxLlzBrRATED SoxG of 


The RACE HORSE. 


y TroMas CLIO Rickman. 


SEE the ball room thick crouded, the. dance is begun, 
Hear, thro” the bright circle, what ſoft murmurs run; ; 
A thouſand gay chiraQters float in the maze, 
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While, wich neck like a ſwan, and with igh-beating breaſt 
With waiſt nicely taper'd, and form'd to be reſt, 
Scarcely touching the floor, full of frolic _ A 
The elegant Fair One firſt challenges Fame. 


Now the Park's thickly throng'd, the high pbeaton ſee, 
The delicate hunter, gilt coach, vis-a-vis, 

Each grace, and each charm, every party diſplays, 

And Faſhion peeps forth in a thouſand ſweet ways; 
While alike 1 bred for the ball- room or courſe, 

The phaeton to drive, or to curb the fleet horſe; 

By this time, fair Virtue's an obſolete word, 

And the elegant Fair One's a w——e to a lord! 


Grown ſtale, ſomewhat aged, unfit for my lord, 
Devoid of all paſſion, her appetites cloy'd ; 

While beaux and box-ſwellers her pedigree trace, 
Tell whoſe ſhe has been, from the groom to his grace, 
And what ſtile ſhe has liv'd in, with p.caſure count o er, 
As they loiter their time at ſome bagnio door; | 
While with poverty ſunk, and diſeaſes weigh'd down, 
The elegant Fair One's a girl on the town, 


At length from St. James's to Wapping ſhe ſtrays, 
Her blood all polluted, her ſyſtem decays ! 

On ftraw, at ſome bunter's, ſhe gives up her breath, 
Or in ſome filthy kengel's arreſted by death! 

Who ſo lately each pomp, and each gaiety knew, 

Is now left a horrible fight to the view; 

Her relick a pitying crowd now behold, 

And the Sun Fair to the 2 is ſold! 
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